AFTER    NAPLES                      183

Lady Sheen's weak chest. Whether the world, in its
infinite wisdom, accepted these explanations without
reserve is another matter.

Sometimes, during these visits of five or six hours
long, she would reproach him for leaving his work to
come and see her. She would be at the door of the
lonely house on Tor Bay as he dismounted, clearly
glad to have him come, but feeling also the necessity to
chide.

"Again? " she would say.  Then, as his face fell:

"Come in out of the cold, won't you?"

"Don't you like me to come?" he asked, knowing
what the reply would be. And the reply always came:
"Of course I like you to come. I only wondered how
you managed to get away."

He shrugged. " Other men have to take my duty,
of course."

"That's just it," she said. . . .

Afterwards, when he had removed the soilure of
travel and she was showing him some drawings she
had made, she abruptly returned to the subject:

"Don't the other officers get leave of absence?"

"Yes, of course."

"As much as you? "

He admitted that he got more than most of his
brother officers did.

"Because you're Lord Norton Fitzwarren?" she
pressed.

"Yes."

He made the acknowledgment with such perfect
naturalness that she laughed.

"I don't see anything funny about that," he said,
slightly put out.

"No, of course you don't. That's what's so funny."